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It was broken at last by Agelaus, son ofDamastor.

'My friends/ he remarked, 'when the proper thing has been
said, captious objections would be out of place. Let there be no
bullying of this stranger or of any of the royal servants. And
now I have a suggestion to make to Telemachus and his mother.
It is kindly meant and I hope that both will take it in good part.
As long, Telemachus, as you and your mother could still cherish
the hope that your wise father would one day come home, no
one could blame you for waiting and holding your ground
against the Suitors here. It seemed the better course, and would
have proved so, had Odysseus really succeeded in finding his
way back. But it is obvious by now that he is not destined to do
so. I ask you, therefore, to seek your mother out and put the
whole case before her. Let her marry the best and most generous
man among us; and as a sequel you shall enjoy your inheritance
at ease, with plenty to eat and drink, while she looks after her
new husband's house.'

*I swear to you, Agelaus,' the wise youth replied,' I swear by
Zeus and by the sufferings of my father, dead far from Ithaca or
wandering yet, that I have no wish whatever to postpone my
mother's marriage, that I actually urge her to make her choice
and wed again, and that I have promised her a most generous
settlement too. But to say the final word that would drive her
from the house against her will goes clean against my conscience.
God save me from that!'

Pallas Athene had fuddled the Suitors' wits to such effect that
they greeted Telemachus' reply with peal after peal of helpless
merriment. But before long their laughing faces took on a
strained and alien look. Blood, so it seemed to them, was spat-
tered on the food they ate. Tears filled their eyes, and maudlin
sentiment their hearts.

And now the voice of the noble Theoclymenus was heard.

* Unhappy men,' he cried,(what blight is this that has descended
on you? Your heads, your faces, and your knees are veiled in
night. There is a sound of mourning in the air; I see cheeks wet